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His dress tio was hanglog at looss  On the same aay Eunlee Hillard @ have to,* he snapped, “until yow've could make his long-empty heart stir
endsn, One side of his collar had bo- was Installed as w momber of the heard what | want to gav."” with love.
come unbuttoned, His face was pasty-pleasant little household presided over  She paused In her progress to the  He met her, first when a company
and flabby., His halr was tumbled by Bruce Kingston's sweet-facod door as he barred the way. was called together for a reading of

Story No. 4
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The fourth of a series of separate stories

dealing with the commission of crimes
inviting judgment upon both actual guilt
and real responsibility.

Coprright, 1018, by

Mr Wisa Woodrow,

he was twenty-five. It was the old,

HEN Eunice Mayne eloped from the convent to marry Duncan Hil.
w linrd, she was fifteen and

dreary tale of “Marry in haste and repent at lelsure”
For Eunice the repentance set in almont at once; for Hilllard
it began when he firat grew tired of his cehild-wife's sweet Inno-
ocence and longed for more mature-minded companionship.

He had wooed and won the econvent-bred girl In whirlwind fashion.
To her he seemed the fdeal hero of her dream. Then, when #t was too Inte,
she realized that she had bound herself for life to a violent tempored, heavy
drinking brute whose wealth alone made soclety accept him,

Bhe was a gallant-hearted girl, however, and a thoroughbrod. Bo she
made the very best of a wretchedly bad bargain, and kept a brave face to
the world. Nor, through years of neglect, had ahe evar quite lost bhope of
winning back her worthleas husband's love. Hhe tried to shut her oyes
to his failings and her ears to the storles of s debauches.

They bad but one child—a daughter, Ardath—and on this little girl

Eunice centred all her hopes. But,
thwart her, For, when Ardath was

even here, Duncan did his best to
scarcely more than a baby, he an-

nounced that her nolsy presence in the house annoyed him and he packed
the child off to n distant boarding mchool,

Left alone In the big house with

the husband who dally neglected her

more and more, Eunice tried to find amusement in soclety., And thus it was

thist she met Bruce Kingstoa.
Bruce was a rising young play-

wright—a good-looking, manly fellow A

and a social favorite, yet nevertheless,
mentally and emotionally alone in the
world's crowd, He was attracted
firet to the beautiful, unhappy Woman
through bearing ber pitiful story—
a story which every ons knew-—and
presently also because of her own
charm.

y saw much of each other, these
two lonely young peopls. And each
turned instinctively to the other for
companionship., TYet, in thelr ac-
quaintance there was only the fra-
grance of innocent attraction; no hint
of anything to which the world could
twake exception. Eunice Hilllard was
as good as she was unhappy. And
Bruce respected ber goodness.

Then ocame the invitation to Ade-
lalde Hooper's houss party At & ram-
bling country place tweatly miles
from town. Eunice was fond of Mrs.
Hooper and she begged her husband
%o accept.

“There's eneugh boredom fa every-
day life without my motering twenty
miles to look for it,” he grunted. "Go
eut there yourself, if you like. I'll
%eep bachalor's hall tiil you get back.”

And a0 It was settled. Bunice ao-
eapted the invitation, for hersell. And
Duncan planned to improve the shin-
iag hours of her absence by giving
a Ifttle party on his own socount to
half a doren boon companiona of both
suxes.

Among the score or so of guests at
the Hooper's the first to grest Eu-
plos aftes ber armival waa Bruos
Mingston. His dark young face light-
ensd with genuine pleasure at sight
of her and he welcomed her sagerly.

As she passed on into the houss, a
feollow-guest, Regrle Cadleigh,
strolled up to Bruce, who stood on
ibe veranda looking after her. Cad-
Jelgh was & youth with much money
and with a soul that would have
been visible on the head of a pin.
Bruce detested him—partly on hin
own scoount and partly because Cad-
laigh bad made various attempts to
with Bunios. She had anubbed
youth, and eo seversly after the
of thess attampts that his puny

smarted from the sting.

Cadieigh, now oatohing the look In
Bruce's eyes, As Eunice vanished in-
doors, laughed nastily and sald:

“Fram the way you and she looked
at sach other, you must bhe luckler
than I waa, Mr. Kingston.”

Bruce reddensd with auger. But,
outwardly, he was calm, as he made
answer:

*You are quita right, Mr. Cadlsigh.
1 sm luckler than you, My parents
emdowed me with clean brains, in-
stead of taintsd money'

He walked away, leaving Cadlelgh
glowering vindictively after him.
Hruce thought no more of tha spisode.
Cadleigh thought of nothing elpe, and
he itchod to ropay the slight.

His chance came late that svening.
In the drawing roomn thers were sev.
eral bridge tublea. Hruce and Eunice
were partiers at one of then. At an
adjoining table, him back closs to
Bruce's, Cadleigh was playing. Dur-
ing & lull In the game, he glanced
back over hix showlder at Eunles and
Bruce, and sald rather loudly to his

pariner:

“It Jooks as If Milliard will ha ahle
to get rid of his unwelvome wife, af-
ter all—with Kingston's kind heip*

Bruce, his eyes abluze, glanced
eovertly neross the table to ses (f
Euanies hind bheard the bheastly speech
Heor fuce was goirlet, hur oyor wers
suffused with uashed tears Thin

Band that held her cards triecabled
This was too much for Hruce
Kingston. Impetuously, he pushed
back his chulr, leaped to his feet and
wheoled about on Cadlelgh. The lats
ter, frightensd by the flerce menace
In Bruce's look and action, wlsa rose
The two men faced each other. In
A hot whisper, wuditde 10 Cadleigh
alone, Hruce sald
“You have your echolee, You will
laave this houss within tive minutes,
or vou will take n publle thrashing.'
To put on a bald front, Cadielgh
nned, ws though In absolute in-
erence. Then, as Kingson took
® QMck aslopy forward, the other

turned on his heel and walked over to
s hosteas.

“I'm sorry, Mra. Hooper,” he sald,
“but I've just hiad a phone message
that calls me back to town, Forgive
me for hurrying away llke this.'

On s way to the traln, writhing
over his humlliation, Cadleigh atopped
at the Jocal telegraph ofMce and scrib-
bled a dispatch. Smirking with satls-
faction, he read what he had written:

“"Duncan Hilllard,
“1177 Blank Avenuse,
“New York City.
"Your wife eloped to-night with
Kingeton. Congratulations.
"A FRIFND."

“Rush this, pleass,” be maid to the
aperator,

The telegram reached Duncan Hil-
llard at midoight. Hilllard was
spending the evening at home—a
thing he rarely did nowadays. And,
o m tim from uttar loneliness, a
deo ly gay party had assemblod
about him—a party consisting of sev.
eral dissolute men-about-town and as
many pssudo chorus girls.

‘“How'll the missus Illke thia?"
asked a club crony of Hilllard, as
a.h“cg' tonched glasses for their tenth
h." at "e-hlmﬂ hlnow won't keep

Iﬂh‘ lecoughed Duncan mer-
rily. “Bhe's gone out o' town for the
Won't get home till break-
fast time, The place’ll all ba cleanad
up before that. Till then,' with a
wave of the hand at his women
guests, “while the cat's away, the
other cats will play. Lord, but 1 wiah
she'd forget to come back at all! No
such luck though. Watch me while
1 join myself In another drink '

The fun grew more furious, The
party was romping merrily through
the downstalrs rooms which Funica
had furnished with suoch tasteful care.
Two servanta were Kept eternally on
the run bringing bottles. Bolsterous
laughter and snatchea of song rat-
tled the chandellors.

Into this bedlam came a footman
with the telegram. Hilllard tore opon
the envelope and read, at first dazod-
Iy and then with a chuckle of tipsy
delight.

“Listen here!™ he roared to his
gucatn, waving the yellow sllp of
"?” ahove his head, “Just listea to
tifs: A dear old friend of mine sonds
e the good news that my wife's
cloped with a beggardly writing chap
named Kingston! Hurroo! No more
woedding bells for mine! He ocan
charge up the expenses of the elopa-
ment trip to me. I'd be glad to pay
them to be fres. Opan up soms of the
vintage stuff, Perkina, |n honer of my
divores party!”

He gnatched the hande of those
nearest him. The whols crowd formed
a ring around the centre of the room
and began & wild dance which grew
faster and faster untll the revolving
circle was broken by Hilllard's
breathless collapes Into a chair.

“Don't mind me!" he guffawed, “hit
up the racket, und 'l gt my breath
hack in & minute, We'veo got the night
hefore us=—and to-morrow, too, if we
want i, Becaouse Mrs. Npollsport
won't butt in on us, after all."

But Nie wan, of course, mistaken as
to Lis wife's non-veturn, After the un-
plewsant interruption to the party at
Mrw,  Hoopet's, Eunlee started for
home In her motor car, As Bruce was
wino returning to the eity, she offered
him o §ift, which he gladly acceptad,

"1 winh 1 could have thrashed Cad-
leigh, as he deserved,” Kingston wna
saying, as the car drow up ot the Hill.
lard town house. "My fists clenoh
every time 1 think of hMim.”

“I'm 8o glud you didn't strike him!®
answered  Funloe, “You Imhaved
spiendidly. There Is no way 1 can
:j!..;uk vou for defending me as you

4.

“I'm thanked a milllon tmes over,”
he cxclabmed, “if 1 was any help to
you at all. Oh, T wish 1 could pro-
tect you from wll the worry and sor-
row you're golng through'"

“Your saympathy makes It ever so
much easler to bear,” she sald grate-
fully, “And I—why, look!" sha broke
off, pointing at the house, 'l wonder
what 18 the matter, All the first-floor
shades are drawn. And the lghts are
burming in every room!"

Hhe was plainly troubled at the un-
wunted nspect of her home, Bruce
e nore came 1o the rescoue,

"Il go In there with you, It you
don't mind,” he volunteered, “If any-
'.i-.:._:: Is aminy, perhaps | can be of
Uuse

She thanked him eagerly for the
offer, und together they mounted the
front stepw, With her latehkey Eunlce
opened  the door and they passed
through the outer hall into ths dining
romam,

There the rank odor of tobasco and

of stile lguor fumes In the hot and
unulred apurtment smote thelr nos-
treils evon hefore they could glancs at
the seene before themn,

several of the night'n revellera lay
sleeping on the floor or In chaira,
e and elgarette bhutts, a Ntter of

Broken glnsy and scores of empty
battles strewed the rigs

One or two men were awake, yawn-
ing and grumbling. On the sdge of a
sofa sprawiled Duncan Hilllard

in a4 panting he

A nowly summoned servant wun
holding out n bowl of cracked ice to
him, With fumbling hands Duncan
was shoving bita of lee into hin dry
mouth and rubbing more of It on his
thrabbing forvhood,

Punlee had advanced a few steps
into the room, Hriaoe Kingston halting
on the threshold, The wife's whole
attitude, as weoll as her blanching face,
betokened mtark horror and amaged
dingrust,

“Dunean!™ whe oried.

Hilllard, at sound of his name,
looked up and saw her atanding ho-
fore him. Ha blinked stupldly for an
instant. Then a wild-beast snar! cropt
nthwart his nervously twitching Hps.

“Giet the binzes out of herc!" he
cronked, foreing the words with diM.
eulty through hin dry throat, “What
ure you doing here, anyhow? You
eloped with Kingeton, dida't you?
KBiay sloped, 1'm done with you, for

Jd."

"Elopsd ' echosd his wife, dum-
founded,

“Oh, I'm on, all fight,” he growled,
“Don't try any of your ‘holler-than«
thou' ways on me, It's too late for
that. 1 know what you are, And I'm
golng to tell you, You'ro"——

“Ome moment, Mr. Hilllard,” qulet-
Iy interposed lruce, stepping forward
to Eunice's alde, “you say you are
Rolng to tell Mrs. Hilllard what she
la, If you tell hisra she I8 anything
but the best and truest wife a
drunken cur of a hushand ever had
—why, I'm going to tell you you lle.
And then I'm golng to smash the
worda down your fat throat, along
with your teeth,

Duncan Hilllard Jurched to hin fest
in a gust of drunken anger and con«
frontad the alighter and shorter man,

“You're young Kingston, aren‘t
you?"' he growled. “I remambar now,
I met you once. You'rs the man that's
stolen my wife from me, eh? Well,
take lier. Good riddance!™
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“IKoep her?' repented Kingston, “no

one but a4 drunken swine would ever
hmve lot her go, 1'd give my soul for
the privilege of having her farever, as
my wile. Hut she is so loval to you
that 'se never saven dared breatho
such uw hope to her”

“loynl to me, bhey?' hiccoughed

Duncan, hls anger awelling the flercer
for Bruce's contemptuous calm. "“Loy-
al to me? She Isn’'t loyal to any ons
Bhe'll be leaving you, next, for'—

“I've warned you omce,” ecut Im

Bruce with a deadly quiet, "that

[

Ho got no further. Dunocan's ner-

vously groping fingers closed about
tha neck of a bottle, With no word
of warning he hurled 1t full at Xing-
ston’'s fuoe.

Hruve Instinetively dodged the mis-

&lin and sprang at uis assallant, As
the two grappled, Eunlee's sharp cry
of terrop arvused the bhalf-dazed rov-
ellers Lo u sense of what wus going
o, One or two of the mon ghambled
uncertainly forward, with & vagus
ldew of helping their host.  Others
ant up and stared In foolish surprise.
None were sober stiough to rally thele
nerves to the fighting point, So they
contented themssives with gapling
vacuously at the battles

Duncan Hilllard was & big man and

powerful. And bhe was fighting in a
drink-tirad rage. Up and down the
disordered drawing room he and

Hruce wrestled; upsetting chairs,

smashing overturned tables, bsating
wt cach other with thelir tsts, clinch-
ing, breaking fres and returning
mudly to the attuck

Hut presensdy youth and clean liv-

ing began o el againet bulk and
drunken fury. Kingston evaded an
awkwiard awing, ran In and grappled.

He slipped his hip behind hila foe's,

and with one hand at the latiers

throat exerted all his wiry strength ln
a single tremeondous heave,
Hilllnrd few backward and lunded
p ucros the ond of
the sofa, his head sriking & table
edge,
There he lay, diszy, helpless, half-

stunned, while s vigtor towered
abwove him,
“Liagten!™ commoanded Hruce, gplar-

tng down it the inert bhody, “listen to
me, you worthiess hulk! Mes, Hillard
I8 going away with me, Bhe s golng
to my mother's home, Bhe will llve
with my mother until she can get o
divoren from you. Then, pioass God,
I am golng o marry her, If you try
to prevent us, the canseguences ars
on your own heid,

"Come, Funlee,” o sald  gently,
turning to tin obhing woman and
jending her from the room ond out
of the house

Neitther looked haeck, as Duncan
roarcd himaelf on one webbling «l
bow anil bellowed thickly after them

"You'll hoth pay for this'  Youll
find 1t's the blackest, sorriost day's
work you've ever donel™

more urnddl more of her bitter mem-
orien,

And ro time went on, happily un-
eventfully. A legacy of $60,000 from

sufficiant income for all her simple
needs, Duncan Hilllard troubled her
not nt all, Hhe pelther snw him nor
heard from him. And she began to
plan the divoree proceedings which
should leave her free to marry the
man she had learnod to love no dearly.

Then, one day, came a brief lstter
from Hliillard, Euniee read and re-
rend I, with n great rapture in her
heart. Hurrying 1o the room where
Hruos and his mother wers sitting,
she read It aloud to them, It pan:

Dear Eunics—As we hoth want-
ed our freedom, | have just ans-
cured a decres of divores from
¥ou on grounda of desertion. You
ure free to marry Kingstom, or
any otie elsa you care to., The
court awards mn the custody of

our daughter. 1 wish 1 had n

@ hettar husband to you, Not

that that doss any great good to

either of us.
DUNCAN HILLIARD

"lln_m't it wonderful? cried Eunice
Eayly.

“lilorlous!" declared Bruce., Put T
dldn’t know  desartion was & causes
for divoree in New York., Dut I don't
know anything about the law.*

“Naolther do 1," chimed In Funlce,
“except that it leavea me fres to
marry voi"

"To-duy?" he urged.

“No dear,”” she refused, with sud-
den gravity. "“To me, divorce s a
wort of death. A widow would not
marry for a yesar after har huaband's
death, And I don’t think & divorced
woman ahould.”

“A year”' he repeated in dlamay.
“But darling'—

“A voar i= ao littls In a Hfetime*
ahe rald tonderly, “Humor me in this
Brues. Tt f¥n't much 1o ask.”

-
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“YOU LIE!” RAGED KINGSTON, A8 HE’ CAUGHT HILLIARD BY THE THROAT,

Nor could all his pleas move har to

changn her decixion. So he sortled
himselr to walt with what paticnce
ht  might. Funlve was  radlantly
huppy. 'The enforeed separation from
her adored MNttle daughter was the
only cloud in her sky. But Bruce

romised thot as soon aa they should
o married he would taks legal staps

to try to restore the ohild to her,

From time to time, during the

twelve month, they heard, indireotly,
of Duncan Hil

rumors, they learned that his bual-
ness affairs were going badly and that
his fortune was dwindling. He was
reported to be In sore stralts for
money wnd to bs drinking hard,

fard. Through ohance

AL liast, after what seemed to Bruce

Kingston 4 century of walting, the
year passed by, And on the morning
of the Nirst anniversary of the divoree,
he and Eunice wera moarrled. As
suon w8 thev left the church, Bruco
wis obllged to g0 to his lawyer's to
attend & motrer of business that must
bo aettiad before they should start on
their honevmoon. Eunlce returned to
his mother's house to walt for him
There, to her amaze, she found a let-
ter that had just been delivered by
hand. The envelopo was in Hilllard's
writing nnd waa addressad to “Mras.
Bruce Kingaton'

Eunlva read, on the single shest of

notepaper, this feehily traced acrawl:

Funiee: 1 wm very slek, The doe-

tors say | can't laat much longoer, I'll
be hippler, ut the finlsh of the race,
to know you had forgiven me, Won't
you spare just a minute to come and
ray goodby? I don't deserve {t. Rut
most of us don't deserve the things
wo got, D. H.

A thrill of pity surged through Eu-

nles. Bhe waa so happy, and the man
who once had been hor husband wos
dylng In misery! At onece her mind
wies made up. Bruca would not be
back for nearly an hour, She would
hove time to go to the dylng man's

bodside for a word of farewell and
forglveness befors starting on her
wodding teip

Half an hour Iater she antered the
house she had guitted more than a
year warller the house where for
yours she hod lsd so wretohed u life,
A man servant admitted her and ush-
ered her into the llbrary.

Dunean Hilliard ross from a chalr
fo greet her.  Except whers twelve
months of dissipation and worry bad
marred him once handsome foce he
showed no sign of alekness,

“Why!" excimimed Eunice in nmazse-
ment, “you told me you wera very
TR

I Ua osald T was very broke, in-
stoad, " he answerod, jocossly, "you
wobdn't bouvoe come here And 1 had
ta s Yo"

There Is nothltg elther of us can
Buve ta sny to the other'™ replied
Funite, turiing to go, “you ot me
here by o trick. And”

“And I'll keep you here by force, if

wiek to dodge Jall—unless I can ralse
the money that will square me.*

no affalr of mino,' she
broke in, coldly. “Let me go, please,
her long-dead mother gave Bunice 1" ——
“Put I'm golng to maks It an affair
of yours,” he correeted her.
why 1 got you hers. You have about
fifty thousand dollars—the money you
your mother,
will tide me over nicely.

“I think,” she sald, wonderingly, “1
think you must have lost your mind."

d “Only my monay.
That's worss, But your legacy will
put me on my fest again.
give It to me?"”

UNo!" uho declared, impatient at his
"Of courss not,
Why should 17

“"Wea'll come to that presently,” he

"You're married
Kingston, 1 suppose,*
“Yes ' she answersd, a note of pride

"1 supposed you
“I tigured you and he would
marry the very minute you found
you wera divorced from me."

“But we dddn't,
a day or two later,
then,” he sald, irritably.
I know you
two unworldly youngsters would take
It for granted the divoree was O, K.,
and wouldn't bother
My dear, 1 don't llke to call
Hut you'rs a very ocharming

to investigaie,

She started, shudderingly, at the
Then, with a laugh of
she recovered her com-

posure,

“Langh!™ he mocked savagely.
"Laugh tll you're sick!
slcker preseontly. Any ane but a fool
knowa a divorce can't be aecured In
New York State on grounds of desor-
You're my wife, by law of God
And ¥ou can be sent to

TR A e ey g

near-husband,
by the eternal, you shall be sent
the two of you, uniess 1 get

She was gazing at him In wonder,
She had not Uved with him for ten
yearas without
ng and when he was

recognised

a-reel, that what he had
just told her was true. A queer faint-
ness swept over her.
“l told you two I'd get even with
youl” he was exulting, tha
why I wrote you that you were free.
I planned to sst the law after you In
a few months—just when you'd had
enough of marred
make both hearts break if you were
Then my money affalm
began 1o go wrong. And 1 thought of
i better plan—a way to save myself
from bankruptey and jail at your ex-
Write me a cheek for fifty
thousand dollars, and I'll keep mum.

when he was |

lifa together to

With a atrangled, wordleas ory sha
before he could
stop her, and fled from the house,
Bruce Hingston,
wondering  whither his
bride had gone, recelved this
from the hand of a8 meagsenger boy:
Bruce, Dearest: I fina I have
legally divorced from
I am not your wife,

He will send us to prison

vanish, he can't prove anything,
nnd you will be gafe, Forgive me
for the grief thiy must cause you.
therea s nd other way.

Nor could money or skill or montha
of tireleas search bring Bruce any
further trace of the woman he adored.
She had disappeared as utterly as If
the earth had yawned to recelve her,

Brice's youth and his hope and all

tha hitter tragedy,
barcaved man turned at last to his

he hnd hitherto made seant
heoiuse aucorss Now

mently soumht
won hm inereasing fortune and fame,
L] L] [ ] L] [ ] L] L] .

vears sinoa Funice
Rrce Kingston'a
The yeuras for all thelr glitter-
Ing muccess, bad been drearily lonely
and misorable for him,

For a long ttme hio had refused all
the invitations and honors ahowered
hero-worshippine
lived solaly for his

But no griefs fArst horeible anguish
with the passing of

of Kingston's brillinnt eareoer,

The manager had “discovered™ in
the porson of a young girl hitherto
unheard of as an motress of marvel-
lous promise and beauty, whose soul
experience had been gained In one
season of stock.

Her names was Evelyn Eden. The
manager had chanced to seo & per-
formance of the stock company and
had at onca heen struck by Miss
Eden's girlish charm and undoubted

a;:d Rig eree TIT -r';;l"n $854 bloods SRohye. l_mr lifo_thore was ideaily r';n broke,” he said, dbv.-hro 1511 B;.t:c;'.mnew play, "!i;rw?l- hr-;f 3;-&15: ““Yesterday, I saw a genuine poison-ring,
shot, A evening clothes were wrin- happy. wvery day the peace of her eould rpenk, “I'm eleansd out, ‘Il whic & manager and a L]
T“E S|LENT SHAME kled and awry. new  surroundings  smoothed away have to skip the country Inside of a Predicted would be the crowning hit dﬂﬂnﬂ from the sixteenth century. I want

poison."”

it, and I am going to wear it in the last act.
It will give a touch of realism, and I'll act
more realistically, too, if I know the ring
I'm pressing to my lips is full of deadly

talent. Heo had engaged her on the
spot, for she was precisely the type be
had bean secking for the forthcoming
Kingston play.

From thut moment Kingston real-
Ized, o his dismay, that he had fallen
¥iotim to tho hopeless and mysterious
maulady known us “love at first sight."

Ha had lttle troubls In cultivating
Evelyn's acquaintance. At first she
was flatterad that she should bo sin-
gled out for attention by the fore-
most playwright of the day. But soon
#he began to feel & much warmer per-
sonal Interest in the man on his own
account

The hint of sorrow in his dark eyes
appsaled to Evelyn. So did the elu-
sive alr of melancholy, bred from his
long years of suffering. There was
also a gentle deference in his manner
toward her that she was wise enough
to recognize am masking o great
Ktrength of oharacter and will. He
was clever, too, this famous middle-
agrd adorsr of hars, and thers ware
A thousand thiogs about bim to win &
wornnn's favor, |,

In ahort, Evelyn Eden presently dis-
covered she was tremendously in love
with Bruce.

Before they had known saoch other
& month they wers engaged.

They kept the engagement a secret.
They resclved on un early marriage
and declded to keep that a secret, 100.
For the public feels much mora
interest in m young actress if it does
not know she 1 also a wife., And
Bruce was not minded to rid his
swentheart any day of her dawning
popularity.

Hohcarsals were drawing to an end.
Bruce and Evelyn planned to marry
on the morning of the day scheduled
for the play's fret parformance. To-
gether, the afternoon before, they
wont to select the woddlng ring, Eve-
lyn had an errand of her own which
she was explaining to Kingston as
they walk thither, mide by side,
through the sunlit morning stroets,

In the play's last act, the heroine,
cast off by the man she loved, was
supposed to kill herselt by wmucking

vison from an antlgus ring she wore.

t was o gruescme but eMective bit
of stagecralt. And i had to do with
Evelyn's visit to the jewelry shop,

“You see,” sho was saying w lruce,
“the property man has dug ur A ring
for me that would be an Insult to the
intelligence of a blind kindergarten
child, It looks no wmore like an an-
tique poison ring thun I look Lke
Julin Marlows., I hate 10"

“The audience won't know the dif-
ference,” Bruce assured her.

“No,” she assented, “but [ will, How
can | throw myseif into the spirit of
the thing when I'm wearing tha. tin-
#¢l hoop ! Now here 1s my great ldea:
When | stopped at Ebling & Bon's
yestorday L have my brooch
mended 1 saw the most wonderful
colleetion ol antiques, And what do
you Suppose was among them? A
kenuine polson-ring, dating trom the
sixteenth century! Think of that! By
pressing & bit of the gold tracery
around the base of the stone—it's a
topaz—the stone lifts on a hinge, lo-
slde the hollow under the topax is &
place for the polson. And-—here is the
queerest part of the whole story—the
hollow Is still full of poison.”

“Nonsgenso!" laughed Hruce, "Eb-
Hne was joking with you"

“No," she declured, "1 saw it my-
aell, It's a dark, greenish paste, Eb-
ling says It is the same mysierious
poison that the Horsias used. The

Kisd that neans nstant  palnleas
doath, M says b chemist gxamined
it in the rving and told him it is g

potent to-day as it was four hundred
years sgu. lsn't that intereating?"”

“It's a grisly curlo. 1 shouldn't oare
to have IL"

"But 1 should,” she protested. “And
I'm golng to. t's the grand ldes
I spoke of just now, I'm going to
buy the polson ring. And I'm golng
to wear it in the last aoct. It will give
a touoh of realisrn and I'll aot more
reallatically, too, if [ know the ring
I'm pressing to my lips ls full of dead.
Iy poison,”

“Hut—gvod Lord, sweetheart!” he
objected, “suppose you showld touoh
the polson 1tself to yvour lips by mis-
take? Don't buy the gruesome thing,
Fleass don't!”™

“Hut | want It so!" she pleaded.
“And, aa for the polson touching my
lips, why, it can’t, 1t's locked up safo,
under the stone, until the spring s
pressed. And I'm certadnly not ng
10 be foolish enough to press it n't
you eee,” her volce softening, "I have
too much to live for, beloved, to take
any risks. I didn’t know any one
could be as happy aa I am!"

And the upshot of thelr brisf argu-
ment was that Bruce not only bought
o wedding ring, but purchoasead for har
wlso the polson ring she coveted,

As they came out of the shop, &
mnan in the passing crowd halted in
wimaze at slght of them, He was florid
of face, gray of halr, and his clothes
hud & tonch of roughness sbout them
that seamod to bespeak life on prairie
or mountaln, rathor than in cities.

Long and bewildered he stared after
the happy couple. Then & atrange ex-
pression crept Into his heavy fea-
tures, and alowly he moved on,

“I'va & surprise for you,” Hvelyn
whs saying, as she and Bruce turncd
homoward., 1 had a letter from my
father yesterdny, Mo is coming to
New York,. He may get here to-day
or to-morrow, ha says. 1 haven't told
him & thing about the play. I wanted
that to be & surprise, oo, When 1
got his letter I sent o telegram to the
hotel he wrote e was golng to stay
wmt In New York, I told him if he
Kot here In time to come to my apart-
meant; and if ho couldn't reach town
until to-morrow evening %@ come
stralght to the theatre. I'm golng to
lenve word to have him brought to
my dreasing room thars, Won't he be
thunderatiruck, tho to fAnd me
playing the lead In A Broadway pro-
duotion? Dear old dad! [ do hope he
can get hers in tiue for the wedding,
too,”

“How long dld you say it {s alnce
you've sean han?' asked Bruce, to
whaom hin aweetheart had told him
1Httle abait her family.

“Not fur nearly mine years,” she
replled, “He come to the bearding
school for me jus! after my mother
disd, He sald he had lowt all hia

have tU go West and start life all
over again, He couldn’t afford to
keep me at such an expensive school
any longer. That's why he sent me
to live with mother’s cousin, Mra,
Eden. 8he was just like o mother
to me, till she died, Inst year. bhe
left no money., And father had none,
That's why 1 went on the stage.”

“l wish I could have met your own
mother,” sald Bruce, touched at the
tale of her forlorn girihood.

“l wish you could,” she answered,
wistfully, "1 remember her mo woll,
even though 1 wus such a Jittle child
when ahe died. She was very beautd-
ful. And--here we are at the theatre,”
she broke off, “with three whole
minutes to spare, before rehearsal Is
called, Sometimes [ think It's a vice
to be as foolishly prompt as I am,
I'd save so much precious time in the
course of the vear, by letting other
people do the walting.”

“Don't make me do It, to-morrow
morning,” he warned her playfully,
“l should be terribly angry if | waa
kept ‘wulting at the church,'™

“Don't worry!" she reassured him,
“You couldn’t lose me, my sweet
heart, If you tried. You'll probably
find me aitting forlornly on the

church steps when you get there”™

They were married, with but two
witnosans early the following day, at

the Little Church Around the Corner.

After which they started In a taxl ta
Bruce's bachelor rooms for the little
tete-a-tete wedding breakfast that
Bruce's man wus to have ready for
them on thelr arrival,

While Kingston's servant wan set-
ting the table for Hruce and the bride
thern was a ring at the apartment’s
front dpor. A slender, sad-faced
woman ktood on the threshold as the
sarvant answered the summons., She
was well dressedd, avidently wall bred,
and had once been beautiful,

“Ia Mr. Kingston at home?" she
asked,

“No, madam,” replied the man. *1
axpect him back any minute, but"”—

“1 will come In und walt,” she de-
¢lded, entering the apartment as she
Bpoke,

“Hut, madam,” expostulated the
servant. “l don't think Mr. Kingston
will be able 1o receive callers to-day.
In fact I'm sure he won't.”

“l think he will receive me,” was
the quiet anawer that cut short any
further discusalon.

The woman went, uniovited, into
the living room and seated Lerself
thers. The man sciatched his head in
perplaxity, Kingston had given him
strict orders that the marriage was
to be kept secret. He could not tell
this stranger that the bride and bride-
groom would soon arrive at the aparts
ment. Nor could he order her out.
He compromised by leaving her where
she wis, and kolng back to his own
task of arrunging the dining-room
tabie,

An soon as she was alons the
wotnan ross quickly from her seat and
crossed the room to the mantel whera
stood a large photograph In a silver
frame—a povtograph of Evelyn Eden,
She gazed on It in bewildered terror
racking her brains to imagine how {t
cams to be In Bruce Kingston's

rooma,

And thus, Eunice Hilllard, for the
first thmo in elght years, looked at the
pletured face of her littls daughter,

Fight yearn of restless and heart-
broken wandering had saddened and
aged FHunier. And all through thaso
yeurs ahe had batt agalnet  the
Craving to come Lack to Bruve, (f only
for an hour. Lately, a long linoss
had left her with an incurable cardiac
malady., Knpowing she might die at
any time, she had no longer resiated
the yearning. Burely it could do no
harm for her to meet him again now;
she on whom death had set ita seall
Bo she had returned to New York.
And from the train, after learning bis
addrean in the directory, she had comas
directly to Kingaton's rooma.

Eunice was still gazing at the plo-
ture when she heard a key turn In the
outer door. She looked around,
breathleas with eagerness for a might
of PBruce, She saw him enter the
apartment with a woman clinging to
his arm. The woman of the photo-
graph—her own Llttle girl of other
days

"Woleome home, dearast!" whe heard
him say as be stooped to kiss his
hride,

Funiea tn panie looked about for a
way of escape. There was none sha
would have time to reach unseen.
Hhe slipped into & clothea closot that
stood directly behind her and softly
closed its door to a crack,

‘*There!" she heard Evelyn say in
mock anger, ‘Just ace, sir, what you
did to my halr when you Llucd me!
It'a o wreck. Where can I fix it?"

“It looks all right."

"It dossn’t,” she contradicted. "IU's
eoming down. Oh, dear! And | spent
#uch a lot of time arranging It. Now
it will take me another tem min-
utes.'”

“If you almply must waste per-
fectly good time In huir dresaing,” he
told her, In the saome veln, “you can
ko Into my dressing room, where
there's n glass, It's right there."

Bhe fled to repalr the damage. And
Bruce, coming back Into the living
room, confronted Eunlee, who had
stepped from the closct.

“Eunice!" he habbled in stark un-
bellef, staring at a ghost.

"“Yeu, dear,” she wnaweread gently,
as if to a frightened child, "It s 1
And—I nm top late. But how could I
know? And how could [ know |t
would be my little girl, Ardath, of all
the women In the world?"

“Ardath?' he repeated dully, Then:
“That Is Evelyn Eden, the actress.
I—1 married her. This morning."

“Married?' she echoed, ughast, ons
hand clutcning her heart. “"Marriod
Ardath?"

“No, nn' he explained, miserably,

“Evelyn Eden. Oh, Eunice, why did
You never let me know whare you
wera? 1 hunted so long! 1 was so
heartbroken! ['—

“Your heart ix healed; as men's
hearts have a happy way of healing,
dear," she mald, sadly. “But that it
should bs by Ardath’——

“You are mistaken, It"——

A mother Is never mistaken In such
thinks, Bruce. It Is my baby you
have married,”

. ';tlut her mother s dead. Bhe
old"'—

“Her father told her so, 1 su v
explnined Eunlce, "“"He wou be
likely to. ‘Evelyn’ ls her firat name.
We calied her by her middie name—
Ardath. As for the name 'Eden,’ my
counln’'—-

The dressing-room door
Evelyn came In, singing m
under her breath, At sight of the
Strange woman, she halted, surprised.
But only for a moment. After one
searching, Incredulous look, she ran
forward, and with a rapturous ary
of  “Mother!" flung herself into
!}:unlr?a u:uult‘t.r‘:qched lI‘-n-m.. Bruce

ingston oo on; dumb, starkl
bewildered, lielpless. 4

Oh, mother; my own beautiful
mother!" Evelyn was axo hys-
terically. “Father sald you had died,
Hull:.Id"—

"I know, baby;: I know," wh
Eunlce, lovingly caressing m
that lay so bilssfully on her breast.
“He was nistaken. There {8 muoh to
tell you. ut it must wait. And you
are marrisd? To this gentiem too 7
Mr,—— Kingston, | thigk he sadd his
name was. | was told [ might find
yYou here, little daughter. 5o | came,
1 told Mr, Kingston who 1 was. And
he was just telling me about your
marriage whem you broke in on us.”

Hhe shot a 1asaning glance at Bruos,
over her daughter's head. He under-
stood. Evelyn was not to know, Bhe
must never know what Funice bad
been to him. In silence, be bowed
assent to her unspokea Jdictuin,

- - - . . [ ] L]

“Ropes of Sand" was nearing the
ond of 1ts Nirst performance. ‘Chere
could bo no doubit ks o lts success;
or that Broadway would most en-
thusiastically weicome the new lead-
ing woman, Evelyn Eden, to Its fel-
lowship.

The brief last act had begun. In
this act Evelyn did not come on until
five minutes befors the fall of the
curtain. Bruce and she had been
sitting in ber dressing-room. He had
Just stepped out in response 1o A mes-
sage from the manager, when Dun-
can Hilllard's card was brought two
Evelyn,

A moment later Hilllard strode inte
the room. She ran to greet him, aod
he caught hier Jovially in his big arm.s
His bresth peckod of cheap liquor.

“Paddy!" she eried, “Obh, iIt's so
Kood 1o ses you! 1 wap afrald you
r_-ouldu't K¢l to New York oo time,

“I got here yosterday,” he sald, "1
Was on my way to your rooms when
I saw you walking with'—

“You saw me—and you didn't speak
to me”" she asked, hurt tv the quick.
“Why 7"

“Hecuuss you wers with''—

“Daddy!"” broke in Evelyn, in jopd
ous excitement, as Hruce entered.
*“This Is my husband!"

The two men stood face to face. It
was Hilllnrd who spoke first,

"I know hing" he sald, eurtly.,

“What?" she asked, amazed. "You
have moet?"-

"I met him when he stole my wile
from me, nine yeara ago.”

“Dad!" she gasped,

“SWhen he stolsa her from me and
lhe; cast her off like a''—

“You llal" raged Bruos, his
lt:luo.!m; !at-!l"huﬂ clenched. s

‘Dad ruce!' walled the Sum-
founded with horor, s

Then in & flash she recalied
TR

] ma that day. or
di;: within her. Bt

@ opened her lips, as th o
spenk. But befors the word:momd
take form the callboy hurried in to
summon her to the stage. To an aotor
OF actresa thera is one unpardopable
#ain: namely, to cause the st to
walt.  Evelyn bowed bLer head and
ran from the room,

HBruce took a hinsty step in urealt
of her, hoping 1o eciteh up wﬂh her
hefore she should reach the utage,
hoping to be able to say someth
anything—which might drive
It;:!k of mortal horror from her dear
eyoen,

Hilllard barred his way,
wheelod nbour llke a wild nllfljrlt‘lm
btug- !md :irllwn rhu st ugainst the
others sneering face. Hilllard dropped
l.;\llf‘.lﬂm to the floor,

Iruce rn at top spoed t
his bride, Hut hol wf:.-u mn‘,l:.li‘:..rc:?f
ready she wus on the gtage beginning
her great final scene.  Kingston cou'd
but walt, miserubly, In the wings until
the curtain should fall,

Never had he seen her aot with sueh
an abandon of tragle Intensity as at
this moment. Her husband and the
thronged house followed her e
word, look and gesture with breath-
lesr engerneps,

When at last she pressed the polsen
ring to her lips and saonk slowly to the
floor a wave of unchecked emotion
swept the audienas,

Down came the curtain, Before it
could rise agiain to the thunder of ap-
pliuse Hruce Kingston had dashed
out on the stage and was kneeling at
Evelyn's slide, Something in her attl.
tude bad flled him with a sudden
hideous aurplelon,

Frantically he bent above her, eall-
Ing her name, Then his ayes rested
upon the poison ring on the white
lttle hand that rested so close to her
lHfelens face, The stone was awin
back on its hinge, The polson hollow
wan empty,

(END OF FOURTH STORY.)
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